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floor of a crowded and freezing Dakota. It climbed high and went hundreds of miles out into the Atlantic for safety. Although clad in fur-lined Sidcot suits we were extremely cold. No lights were allowed, and when we stumbled in the pitch darkness to the lavatory along the lurching floor we kicked recumbent bodies. Sometimes they kicked us back. As usual, I felt ill. All this lasted eight hours. Then at last a human wreck, clutching bags of oranges, bananas and other unknown fruits, slithered out of the flying coffin on to the ice of an English airfield. This sort of thing happened many times and I give this as one sample.
I was home again. Even then that was not the end of my worries. When we entered the train for London, Paul bought a newspaper. We found to our consternation that Churchill was ill in North Africa. Although the paper did not say where he was, we knew that he must have been somewhere near Algiers on his flight back from Cairo and the Teheran conference. He had, in fact, landed at Carthage when he was taken with pneumonia.
It looked as though we had walked out on a vitally important story. When, however, I went into the office to see Skelton he did not mention it. Agreeably, warmingly, it dawned upon me that I had come home as a conquering hero.
Viscount Camrose kindly invited me to one of his famous fifth-floor lunches, at which, with some misgivings, I found myself the guest of honour, urged by my host to relate my experiences during the two years since I had left London. Then came the delight of Christmas with the family. Every year abroad at Christmas the carols had brought tears to my eyes. Now they were tears of happiness.
But the festival of peace was now only a breathing space in war. I loathed the thought of going away again, yet pressed Skelton hard to be assigned to the Second Front. It was a profound disappointment when he told me, at length, that as only one correspondent could be sent to the Second Front, wherever that was to be, he must ask me to go to Italy. So again came the wrenches of farewell and I set off by a roundabout route to reach Allied Force Headquarters, now shifted from Algiers to Naples.
As I proceeded in a series of erratic hops to North Africa insisted on threading in broad daylight through the elastic and confused battlebe an American naval
